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CAMBERWELL GAIT! 


_ (The ancient order of Vestrymen changeth, giving place unto the New Borough 
Councillors, presided over by a Mayor, supported by Aldermen.) Ecstasy of Muggins, 
Camberwell’s first Mayor, arrayed in new Official Robes and Chain. 








“On Things in Genera].” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s” WasHERWwomay, 


Wor they calls the Anglo-German 
agreement over China seems to be a Step 
in the right direction, an’ is kalculated 
to make the Russian Bear pause with its 
paws, wich, to put it perlitely, gin’rally 
seem to be sufferin’ from kleptomanier, 
In my opinyun, there is no doubt that 
wen the great tussel comes—an’ I’m 
afraid it will come some day—Willie 
won’t forget ’is grannie an’ the people 
she rules over. Anyway, it’s as well to 
‘ave a good solid friend like Germany, 
konsiderin’ that we ’ave many enermies, 

The French Exhibition, it is rumoured, 
is f0 be closed on November the Fifth, an’ 
let’s ope that the French won’t make guys 
of thereselves by any demonstrashun agin 
us. You can bet that some ofthe addle. 
pated ones will make a ’ero out of old 
Kruger, if it’s posserbel to make a ’ero 
out of sich poor material, an’ the French 
are as clever at ‘‘ make-believe” as they 
are at cookery. 

It is reported that we are to ’ave 
anuther reserve squadron to defend the 
Channel. That’s the proper channel for 
affairs to take; we carn’t ’ave too strong 
a Navy. 

Count Zeppelin’s air-ship ’as agin ’ad 
a suckcessful trial, an’ it really looks as 
if afore long we shall all be sailin’ 
through the air; but, pursonally, I'd 
rather crawl on me ’ands an’ knees, you 
carn’t fall very far that way. 

Sir T. Lipton is goin’ to try ’is luck 
agin with a new yot for the Cup. It 
will be called Shamrock II., an’ will be 
built mostly of steel, so I ’opes it will 
steal away from Uncle Sam’s representa- 
tive an’ win. Anyway, there wil] be 
nothing sham about it but its name, 
though I dessay it will rock a bit. 

The Princess of Wales is goin’ to Paris 
for a few days. If our lovely Princess 
don’t suckseed in kapturin’ the gallant 
Frenchmen’s ’earts, why, I gives ’em up 
for a bad job. I loves our Princess, an’ 
Frenchmen are more susceptibel to 
female charms than I am; [’m more 
susceptibel to male charms, wen they've 
got any, wich ain’t often! 

I think it’s rather ridickulus that some 
unsuckcessful Parliamentary candidates 
shoud be givin’ the reasons ** Why I Was 
Beaten” in a daily paper. Most of ’em 
was beaten on their merits, or, rather, 
demerits. Of corse, they “ make their 
tale good,” like Kipling does wen ’e writes 
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one, only of a very diff’rent kind. 
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CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


ANDERSON ’S 


OF BEVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


58 La 
” ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid 
and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of B Lea 
: i wan eubenan rown ther goods use 
- a BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready 0 wets 


Ask any Boot Dealer fer ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C- 
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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE Party ON THE Sport. 


Southern Seas to New Zealand (by request). 


ANNEX-CELLENT NOTION. 


Some Icelanders not all serene 

(Fate driving like a drover them) 
Thought they’d be better if the Queen 

Of England would ‘‘ reign over them.” 
So, as a means of getting rid 

Of troubles that were vexing them 
Ranfurley (doing as he’s bid) 

Has gone about annexing them. 


Took Mr. Frank Green along to the Lord Chancellor and got 
permission from Her Most Gracious for him to be Lord Mayor. 
Went and helped them to re-open the Law Courts. Dined with 
Mr. Chamberlain and the Fishmongers’ Company—also with 
Sir Michael Hicks-Beach and the Liverpool Chamber of Commerce 
to celebrate their Jubilee. 


Thursday.—Ran down to Newmarket with Lord Rosebery and 
helped him to sell his race horses. Then took the Poet Laureate 
—id est Mr. Alfred Austin—down to St. Savour’s, Southwark, and 
let him dedicate a window to Chaucer—who was a bit of a poet, too, 
inhis way. After that went down to the Colchester Oyster Feast 
—and feasted. 

UNSHELL-FISH HOSPITALITY. 


If anyone doésn’t disdain 

On dainties delicious and choice ter feast, 
He’d better proceed by the train 

And join in the Colchester Oyster Feast. 
As long as you’re fairly polite, 

And famous from Dover to Old Chester 
You'll easily get an “invite,” 

They’re very warm-hearted in Col(d)chester. 


Friday.—Went down to Southampton to meet the Aurania. The 
Aurania didn’t keep the appointment. Brought the Duke of York 
home from Sandringham to York House. Went and looked at a 
lot of pictures—nice little show of old paintings at Shepherd’s 
Gallery, some water colours at Graves’ ditto. Ran over to Berlin 
and lent them a hand in celebrating the centenary of Von Moltke. 
Came back to the Holborn Town Hall to hear Lord Rosebery speak 
& piece, 

Saturday.—Went to town to meet the 0.1.V’s, The C.I.V’s. 
didn’t keep the appointment. Made my way over to Rome and 
helped the Pope welcome the Irish Pilgrims. Came back round by 
Paris and helped the police to arrest Sipido. Saw 4 football 
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Wednesday.—Took Lord Ranfurley round annexing islands in the 
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match—English against French. The Frenchmen won. Oh, 
England! Oh, my country! The mothers of Buda-Pesth have 
determined to join the University—to attend the lectures and 
protect their daughters from the rowdy student youths. 


‘*] HAVE IT—PAT.” 

The Buda-Pesth mammas have “ riz” 
To aid their daughters (rightly), 

I (vulgarly) remark “ Good biz! ”’ 
And “ Right you are!” (politely). 

And if those youths should groan or hiss, 
I furthermore will thank them 

To take them on their knees and sys— 
Tematically spank them ! 


Monday.—Passed most of the day waiting for the C.I.V.’s. Never 
saw such a rowdy, crowdy day. The returned warriors had to fight 
their way to the banquet awaiting them. Sorry I didn’t look after 
the arrangements myself. Left to themselves the authorities made 
a mess of it, as usual ! 

WELCOME! 
Oh, gather round—a motley rout— 
And shove them to and fro, 
And thump and hustle them about, 
And deal the sturdy blow, 
And scrunch their toes, and break their knees, 
Until they roar with pain, 
And prove the gallant C.I.V.’s 
Are welcome home again ! 


After dining with the weary and breathless ones, and getting my 
own breath, got round to the Imperial Institute and helped Sir J. 
A. Cockburn, Agent-General for Australia, give the first of eight 
lectures on the Australian Colonies, 


Tuesday.—Went on the wings of gratification and fetched the 
Princess of Wales home. Having settled her comfortably, hurried 
off to the extreme north of the realm, and found that Orkney and 
Shetland had done its duty and sent a Unionist to Parliament. 
Helped Lord Lister open the new laboratory at King’s College. Saw 
a pretty collection of small birds at the Orystal Palace, and then got 
into Mr. Schmalz’s “‘ Dream of Fair Women” exhibition. 


AMBIGUOUS! 
In sugared smiles (in many styles) 
And simpers there’s a sameness, 
And shows like these can’t wholly please 
Or hide a certain tameness ; 
Still grace disarms, and with its charms 
My brain is fairly swimming— 
Whate’er the faults of Mr. Schmalz 


He knows alot of women. Tue SPorrer. 


ibuutions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions ean be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Our Legal Column. 


Financial.—Avoid both money-lenders 
and money-borrowers. 

Feeble.—If you have “no will of your 
own ’”’ you can make one. 

Curvous.—You say the lawyer caught 
the burglar in his—the lawyer’s—house 
advised him not to do it again, charged 
him six-and-eightpence for the advice 
and then handed him over to the police, 
It was certainly sharp practice. 

Lender.—The borrower need not give 
the umbrella wp; he can give it when 
down, if so inclined. 

Worried.—If your mother-in-law igs 4 
‘“‘ fixture’? in your house, you had better 
let it, including the fixtures. 

Shop.— Should your butcher continue 
to give short weight, let him understand 
that he will have to ‘‘ mend his weighs.” 

Lame.—A dog is entitled to its first 
bite; and, although you say you can 
prove that the dog took two mouthfuls 
out of your leg, we are afraid you have 
no case. The two mouthfuls, in a legal 
sense, would only constitute one bite. 

Man.—According to our matrimonial 
experience, if you have neither seen nor 
heard of your wife for seven years, you 
are a lucky fellow. 
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The Reason. 


She.—“ Why .do dinners commence 
with hors d'ceuvres ? 
He—Because nature ab-hors a vacuum. 
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Misunderstood. 


| Magistrate (to applicant for advice).— 
FEMININE FACETIOUSNESS. | “Have you sworn the—er—child?” 
5 | Applicant.—** Yes, yer woship; I've 
‘* Are you tired, Miss Pertte ? sworn at the child, an’ sworn at its 
“No; Iam not, but my bike is.” | father!” 
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: : Young “‘ bloods” put on record so wrongly, 

Dowie at a Discount. pp ites what all London is thinking! 

John Bull, though a gullible bloke, is 

On, London’s the place where the faddist Not quite such a dull goosey-gander 
With rantipole tattle may prattle, As to swallow the shrewd hokey-pokeys 

And London’s the plac e for the maddest And spoofings of John Alexander! 


Of (Juixotes with windmills to battle— : 
Where the man with a kink in his  crumpet,” We hail with extreme satisfaction 


The man with a bee in his bonnet, Friend Atkinson's grit; for, by thunder, 
May blare on the egotist’s trumpet, ae Fg gy meric 0g 
_And sing the self-laudative sonnet. . sitspe peed pied Nig waervalbset rica 
Yet, in spite of the tolerance easy And ini suave and polite internasion- 
Of London, ’tis plain that the dander Al courtesy Fun is not lacking, * 
Of London is roused by that breezy When he says (more in pity than passion) ” 
Bold doctrinaire, John Alexander ! That he wants to see Dowie “sent packing. 
Ever welcome Brer Sam to our shore is; 
As the market at times becomes glutted Yet London (we speak it with candour) — 
With merchandise, so (if you'll kindly Will be charmed when Chicago once more 1s 
In parable form let me put it) Adorned by her John Alexander! 
We mild-mannered Britishers blindly a 
Let Ossas of Humbug be freely ct seh 
On Pelions piled—till, indignant i 
We feel at the surfeit we really P ae The Babes in the Wood. 
me oer ar pn And thus, though benignant AND THE BABES IN THE “ WOULD” WHO ENVY THEM. 
ye be (with insouciance pleasant), ; : ' 
_To quacks and their quackings to pander, OFttay food bevy bety and herb 
There's quite a big slump just at present But at school +f, t in 
In persons like John Alexander ! With sniffing and datdne : 
? 
We cannot condone the wild doings Tq master the moods of a verb! 
Of striplings, who (stirred by a tissue Oh, pi j W 
mea , ' b) s , pity the Babes in the “‘ Would”! ‘ 
Of flams to unseem]) boohooings) And the “might,” and the “6 could 9 and the ‘é should ! 
.. t Anger’ with Wisdom join issue. If the lot they had got 
“—— te a ee d strongly - Of the song-babes, I wot 
hey would think it exceedingly good! 
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The Return’ of the City 
Imperial Volunteers. 
OCTOBER 29, 1900. 


HvusBAnDs, brothers, friends, and lovers, 
Who from the War haye come, 

Must now feel—what each discovers— 
«There is no place like Home”! 


Lusty were the cheers that greeted— 
Amid both smiles and tears ; 

And most grandly were they treated— 
The noble Volunteers. | 


The City streets were densely thronged 
As they, the men, pass’d through ; 
A fact which told that they belonged 
To all, and not a few! 
Bravely in Victoria’s Cause 
These valiant men have fought ; 
Fearlessly did they face the Boers 
And not of selves they thought. 


We have them now before our eyes, 
On them we can depend ; 

We know that they.again would rise 
Their nation to defend! 


N. R. Raven (Colonel). 


Sic Transit. 


HE sailed away in a friendly barque, 
And he might have felt like Noah in the 
Ark 
If he’d taken his family. 
But old Aunt Kruger wouldn’t go, 
She feared she might be sea-sick below 
If the sea raged stormily. 


And he, no doubt, couldn’t bothered be 
With his old Dutch wife, she was 
number three 
(Or perhaps it was only two). 
So any way she was left behind, 
But he’d got the gold, so he didn’t mind 
A batchelor life so free. 


For in gay Paris he’!l have his fling, 
With cheers and speeches and _ban- 
quetting, 
For the Frenchman will not fail 
La perfide Albion’s foe to treat, 
And again his favourite game repeat 
Of twisting the Lion’s tail. 


But he’ll find the other Powers shy, 
It is pretty safe to prophecy, 
If Kruger comes to stay 
For they’re not all blind, as some might 
think, 
And can very well tell a nod from a 
wink 
So they’ll bid him just good-day. 
For he’ll be a bore to the end of the tale, 
With his love of gold and his pious wail, 
And the Powers will soon agree 
That it’s best to let him alone on the 
whole, 
Or to give him a pipe anda flowing bowl, 
Like King Cole and his fiddlers three. 
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SHE COULD, TOO! 


He.—‘ The doctor says I must spend the winter at Nice.” 


She.— Ah! then you’ll get your pockets cleaned out at the Monte Carlo tables.” 


—_— likel Ae . | ' 7 
She BAe do that for you here—it would save you the expense of the journey ! 


a 





Some bogie or imp or elf— 


“Deuce take you, Madam! 





No F abulous Phantom. | Won’t be saddled on him or her. 


i os t, if answered our venomous prayer could be, 
(In the slang-language of £ s. d., twopence is called a ‘“‘ deuce.”’] 7, ;  snaett On eases 


We’vE always considered the Deuce to be To be borne by some Abriman, dread to see, 


(If not the Old Boy himself) 
At least some hobgoblin, grim to see— 


$f 8 oop st “i ne n090 ee On the *“‘ Twopenny Tube ” at a spanking speed, 
ome brownie, affreet, — 
Some pixy, or urchin, or ogre foul, 

Who lives in an underground home. 
When, vexed by some pestering bore, we bawl, 
or “Sir! 


We know that the vengeance for which we call 


Downaway under the floor! 


Now justified is that ancient creed, 
As is proven by all who rush 


From the Bank unto Shepherd's Bush. Sh in 
For they meet with a fact which they can’t gainsay 
When their twopenny fare they’ve downed— 
| 'Tig THE DEUCE that takes them a long, long way 
Saw In the regions below the ground ! 
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The Irish and such like 

Forbid me to roam— 

In fact, they are much like 

Your pro-Boers at home. 
But since last election 

I feel I have grown— 

And ’spite of Bryan’s objection, 

I’ll still hold my own. 


BRITANNIA :— 


Well, that is good bearing— 
We twain should be one— 
For the time’s daily nearing 
When doubt we must shun— 
And take the World’s burden, 
And mould the World's fate— 
Although all our guerdon 
Be querulous hate. 
No home-clinging nation 
Were we from our birth— 
We laughed with elation 
And girdled the earth. 
Old races rise glowing 
Blown brave with our breath— 
Dare we stop from our growing? 
To grow not is death ! 
Let tyrannies vanish 
From over the land— 
Savage tyrants we banish 
Wherever we stand— 
The World, though it murmur, 
Must certainly know— 
Law and Order stands firmer 
Wherever we go. 


CoLUMBIA :— 


Yes, I take it for granted, 
The World has to learn— 
When our flag is once planted 
We dare not return. 
t=. Old Empires are falling, 
As falls the dead tree, 
Andjtheir peoples seem calling 
On you and on me. 
The old orders changing, 
With age Asia stoops— 
And the Powers are ranging 
Like vultures in groups. 
They will pounce to devour, 
A death-dealing pack— 
If we bring not our power 
: To hold them all back. 
CIVILITIES. That this duty is moral 
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bes Gent (to Waiter).—** Roast beef and vegetables.” Who needs to be told— 
Waiter.—“ Roast beef is hoff, sir.” But ’tis mixed with the quarrel 
Gent.—“ Mutton and tomatoes.” Of Silver and Gold— 
Waiter.—* Mutton is hoff, sir.” First I dare, then I dare not— 
Gent.—“ Well, confound it, what’s on?” Doubt still holds me, you see— 
Waiter (confidentially).—‘* Well, to tell you the truth, sir, I believe I’m a bit that But myself I will spare not 
way meself (hic).” Until I am free. 





i 


——— 











= 








oe _ . 
—_———- a = — 


Confidences. | Triumphant through slaughter The Lord Mayor's Show. 
















































i} BRITANNIA :— | My youth I renew— ’ i i i 
¢ hiatal But you,O, my daughter, It’s getting rather ancient, is the Show, 
| , my elections Wren in 4h wlth tame 9 And doesn’t seem in interest to grow, 
rs Are over and done, J It’s about the same each year— 
i With all their objections ere : Take a holiday, drink beer, 
‘ _ Their anger and fun. wna And shout at nearly everything, you » 
ee Vox Populi strident My people are crying— know ! 
#, Cried :‘* We'll not be slaves— Some “Silver!” some “ Gold!” There’ d 
Fe So stick to your trident And disturbers are trying ere’s sure to be a most tremendous 
have And still rule the waves !’”’ Their methods of old. erush, 1s 
Bit Some knaves dared oppose me, Through pathways intricate With now and then a very “ugly rush”; 
Bae Though great was my need— Mon ssht am boend.. Children scream, and women faint, 
bad But no one who knows me And a name for this “ ticket ” aoe nighs the siacenhr' pens 
£5) Even dreamt they’d succeed. They haven’t yet found. The town "a red that's redder than’ 
eg My People, all voicing Bold Bryan is shouting blush ! 
ie Ty Greatness, replied— For Silver and Peace. It stirs up London’s pulses for a while, 
: And the Empire rejoicing And some men are doubting And smashes more than one new guinea 
hs Sprang swift to my side. If I should increase— tile, 
The cant-loving traitor The Spanish War brought me It’s looked forward to with joy 
From power was hurled— New Problems untold— | By the man who acts the boy, 
And I'm to grow greater And you always taught me | So we'll “Green and bear it” in the 














Despite the whole world... To cling tight to Gold. | same old style ! 
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CONFIDENCES. 


BRITANNIA (TO COLUMBIA).—“ WELL, MY DEAR, I HAVE COMPLETED MY GENERAL ELECTION 
HOPE YOU WILL BE AS FORTUNATE.” 
(For Cartoon Verses, see page 148.) . 


SATISFACTORILY. I 
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‘¢ MoDESTY. 


66 a) 
The Man Club. ¢ T fancy—oh, I fancy,’ Mr. Austin loudly cried :— 
TWENTY-FIRST MEETING. ‘That the poets = a nee be 5 fe nation, 
_— ‘oie at the Club in their Iffin other walks of life their busy brains had been applied 
Panel oggg nage mg gy ty chr and other Would have won their fellow creatures’ approbation. ; 
hospitalable conveyances, which had been thoughtfully provided by John Milton, asa jockey, might have given points to Sloan, 
their host. Wensles rescued from the great C.I.V. demonstration, And Shakespeare as a grocer won success ! 
still feebly tickling each other with peacock’s feathers, and still And Alocander aoe, 
blowing the toy trumpet of commerce, demonstrated anew the Had ergy ma wr soap i 
saying of the French — that ‘ pm weer — peg Ege | Would have made a tidy fortune we may guess ! 
sadly ’’—to heart. The conventional stolid ca ’ coe ; 2 eal 
noo explained, had to be seen to be believed, but as it has not od the faculties which make us—well—exactly what we 
re vont . ab arg Sane. Would have made us what we are not—I am certain. 
‘ussio , JYemonstrations an ow . - 2 
ome —_—" s.. gry ’ and some said another, but the ~~ I mg) eae de garg ane _ ayerceceata could “ star, 
word that seemed to express everyone’s feelings to a D, a 4 Tia “ as Haider, 1'4 ditdich Dectos ‘at 
is a word unfit for publication in a family journal. It was : 4 - ba anil a paar y pin, pine en 
the unanimous opinion of our gallant volunteers, that an n e Tor, in fais, #oist fee saltioe 
African Campaign is mere child’s play when compared with a popular | ee fsuactt F eeain 0 ’ 
holiday in central London. The Police declaring, as one man, that ‘ 63 tari y iL dunivehie Colamauuen? 
Hooliganism in a good humour and out for the day was almost more particularly 8 | 
than they could bear, it was so like a bear garden. Sir William “Yes, Austin has a very good opinion of himself!” exclaimed 


Harcourt said, “Trust in the people’? was his motto, and it had Mr. Andrew Lang. . . 
never failed him. Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman said that he | “Tsay, you fellows,” exclaimed Mr. Chamberlain, “ did you see 


agreed with Sir William toa great extent, but that the next time that notice, in the papers, about the opening of the Law Courts, 
there was a popular demonstration he should not trust himself and the Lord Chancellor’s breakfast at the House of Lords!” 
nearer London than Edinburgh. The Orkney and Shetland election ‘¢ What of it?’’ said Mr. Balfour. 

result was also discussed, Sir Henry declaring that it proved ‘What of it?’’ shouted the Colonial Secretary, in a stage 
more than ever the solidarity of the Liberal party, and it Imperial whisper ; “ Courtney went in Windsor Uniform!” 

was generally understood that he was rather pleased than otherwise, ‘‘ What did he do that for?’’ said Mr. Winston Churchill. 
holding the not unnatural view, under the circumstances, that the ‘‘T’ve done a poem on it,’’ said Mr. Kipling. “I call it:— 
fewer persons one had to lead the easier it would be to lead them. ‘“ VaLouRoUs DISCRETION. 


Sir William, however, went back to first causes, and declared that a i's T 

stale register was the root of all evil. The other subjects discussed ‘There was once a little party at Lord Halsbury s, I guess, 

varied from Borough Councils to Poetry with a very big P, indeed. And the guests were all permitted to attend in fancy dress. 
Some came in cloaks of ermine, which are picturesque and warm, 


‘‘ By the bye, Morris,” said Mr, Kipling to the last of the Bards, . . : 

“did you read Austin’s speech at the unveiling of the Chaucer And Mr. Leonard Courtney wore his Windsor Uniform. 
window in Southwark ? ”’ ‘But why? Ah, that’s the question! But I shouldn’t be sur. 

‘TI did,” said the great singer, more in sorrow than in anger, “I prised 
did; and I have had a good night’s rest since !’’ To hear he thought it well to meet good Judges so disguised. 

“He said something about Celtic poets, didn’t he?” said Sir The Judges for Great Britain’s foes so often make it warm— 
William Harcourt, with a ponderous frown. So Leonard said, ‘ I’d better wear my Windsor Uniform. 

‘He said there were no Celtic poets,” sobbed Poet Morris, ‘and 
I’ve— been—writing—boo—hoo!”' and the Singer of Hades was led = 
weeping away by the Parliamentary representatives of his gallant 
little Principality, 

‘“‘ He’s upset,’ said Lord Rosebery. 

‘Well, I’m not surprised,” said Mr. Kipling; “ I’ve done a bit of 
verse on the subject, which I will read to you. I call it :— 

“THE CELT OF THE KARTH. 

“ — the Poet Morris, when the Laureate’s speech he 

1eard :— 

‘Why, hang it all, oh, come I say, it’s really too absurd. 

This bantam Laureate goes and hits a Bard below the belt, 

When he declares no poet of importance is a Celt. 
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‘“* No Celt! Why, gracious goodness! Holy Moses! Bless my 

heart ! 
The Celt could beat you hollow, aye, and give you all a start. oe pes UT \ ‘bree ‘ 
Though Chaucer has his points, of course—his wit is far too free, we “ \ 
And Britain’s middle classes have a preference for me! Y 3 : AN 
““*My humour’s really quite sedate—my passion’s mild and Gy 1 /) | i 

meek, , yy fx Gi : \\ ; 
I never bring a blush of shame to any maiden’s cheek. | P 
In happy British homes whence Chaucer’s banished for a rogue, 


I share with Martin Tupper an extraordinary vogue. 


iting Mae a. ; 
Diwan 


Se Pa ee pe gee 
a. Sao 


«The British Matron quotes me over muffins, toast, and tea, 
And Mrs. Grundy says I’m all a poet ought to be. 

The Saxon has his points, of course—and yet I’ve often felt 
His day was done when I arrived to vindicate the Celt.’ ” 


“Poor old Morris,” said Lord Rosebery. ‘* When I am in Power 
again e 

“T beg your pardon?” cried Sir Henry CampbelJ-Bannerman. 

“Nothing. I was only thinking aloud!” cried the Protector of 
the County Council. 

‘ But didn’t Austin say something about the Poet's brain being 
suitable for all tasks and all positions?” asked Lord Salisbury. 

‘* Of course, he did ! said Mr. Asquith. ‘ I expect he heard you 
were reconstructing your Cabinet, and thought that a word to the 
wise might lead to something! ” | The Major.—‘ As for your arguments. sir. all I can say 1s 

‘* Yes,” said Mr. William Watson, “I did the idea in verse. I rubbish! absolute valdall ty fete 
call it : Brown.—‘‘ My opinion exactly.” 
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« «Jf I wear my baggy trousers and my topper out of date, 
They'll take me for a native of some Boerish little State— 
But in my Windsor Uniform and military cloak— 
They'll take me for a Briton with a heart of solid oak. 
«“¢My heart, of course, is not of oak, it hardly need be said— 
For all the wood about me flew directly to my head. 
My heart is just a vacuum—beyond all passion’s reach— 
But in my Windsor Uniform, I’m told, I look a “ peach”! 
«¢ And if I go in that they’ll never recognise the man 
Who wept because Great Britain smashed Paul Kruger’s little 
lan, 
For in a Windsor Uniform, I’m taken, as a rule, 
For a good old English Gentleman of quite the old, old school. 


“¢ Por if the Judges knew me just exactly as I am 

They'd never give me cups of tea and ham and eggs and jam. 

Oh, no! It’s for the likes of me they’d make it very warm, 

And so I think I’d better wear my Windsor Uniform.’ ”’ 

‘Poor old Courtney,” said Sir William Harcourt, ‘He means 
well! But he’ll never know how to trim, never!” 

“ Ah, if he could only have learnt of you!” said Mr. Chamberlain. 

‘You mean ?”’ said Sir William with a frown. 

“ T mean,” said the Colonial Secretary, ‘“‘ you are a Past Master 
of the Art of Trimming! ” 

“ Praise from Sir Hubert,”’ said Sir William, bowing. 

“Did you read Rosebery’s speech on the new London Boroughs?” 
said Lord Salisbury. ‘‘ He advises them to look up to the County 
Council.” 

“They'll have to sink pretty low before they will be able to do 
that,” said Mr. Ritchie. 

“ You’re right,’’ said Mr. Alfred Austin; ‘‘I did a bit of verse on 
the subject, which I will read you. I call it— 

“FairH AND WoRKS; oR, A (PRIM) RosEy VIEW. 
«Scorn not a County Council that new labour never shirks, 
But judge it by its perfect Faith, don’t judge it by its‘ Works’! 
It means so well—though it augments the rates we have to pay ; 
Oh, don’t mind that—just honour it, and love it; and obey! 
‘“‘A Liberal Oasis in a Tory Desert drear— 

No vested Interests find we there, no Bible and no Beer! 
Down the Primrose path of Dalliance see it minces on its way, 
So come ye London Boroughs—honour, love it, and obey!” 


“But they won’t,” exclaimed Mr. Ritchie. 

“T’m sure I hope not,” said Lord Salisbury. 

“We've wasted our time if they do!” said Mr. Balfour. 

“ You bet!” said Mr. Long. 

“Have you ever noticed how worried the Church, or, perhaps I 
should say, a fussy part of it, is about the condition of the stage,” 
said Fun. 

“T have,” said Mr. Pinero. ‘I receive letters daily from Arch- 
deacons and people! advising me as to style, and offering plots for 
my consideration ! ”’ 

“T wonder how they’d like it,” said Mr. Grundy, ‘‘if we interfered 
in their business ?” 

“Ah,” said Mr. W. S. Gilbert, “‘ you’re right! I’ve a ballad on 
oe subject, which I shall have much pleasure in reading to you. I 
call it :— 

‘‘STaGE STRUCK. 

“The Church is very militant, the Church is very kind, 
And about the British Drama it delights to speak its mind. 
It patronises Shakespeare, flouts the Spirit of the Age, 
Oh, it’s very energetic is the Church upon the Stage. 
“The Church is very wise and up to date and smart, 
And it, therefore, gives our Dramatists some hints about their 

art— 
On Burlesque, in all its branches too, a war it means to wage, 
And, in fact, the Church itself will soon be going on the Stage. 
“ But the Stage is smiling grimly at the Church’s wild attacks, 
For the Stage has read of Kensit, and has heard of Halifax— 
And a pleasant little brochure of intelligent research 
Might be profitably written call’d ‘The Stage upon the Church.’” 

At this moment supper was announced and the meeting 
adjourned. 
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And—since in effigy they needs 
Must shape some luckless loon 
(Of more-or-less unlovely deeds), 
And show their mute buffoon 
In flaming, flaunting vesture decked, 
To catch the traveller's eye— 
Pray whom but Oom should they select ? 
For he makes a splendid Guy ! 


Lo, here he’s on a coster's cart, 
And there he’s on a truck, 

While yonder—bless his childish heart !— 
On a baby’s p’ram. he’s stuck. 

Elsewhere, he wags his reverend beard 
On shutters; while some cubs 

With allegoric minds have reared 
Him up in—washing-tubs ! 

But, see him where you will, he’s got 
The mien which well you know: 

The pipe, the ‘ wipe,” the chimney-pot— 
Each features comme il faut ! 

The stolid look of Dopper craft, 
The heavenward-glancing eye : 

Viewed right or left, or fore or aft, 
Oh, he makes a splendid Guy ! 


Then note the tracts his digits clutch ! 
Good faith, you’ve ne’er before 

Beheld, on one short journey, such 
A wealth of pious lore ! 

Nay, as the classic outlines fall 
Upon your gaze, you stare— 

Half wondering if the saintly Paul 
In very truth is there ! 

For, though your coster-folk’s display 
With vile bad taste be rife, 

Yet they pourtray, on Guy Fawkes’ Day, 
Their victims to the life. 

And—though, to see the way they ‘ boom” 
A vanquished foe, you sigh— 

You own, as on your sight looms Oom, 
That he makes a splendid Guy! 











The Principal Guy. 


Ir’s not a Briton’s way, you’ll say, 
To demean a foe that’s licked ; 

But you really can’t, on Guy Fawkes’ Day, 
Be over nice or strict. 

And London’s boisterous girls and boys 
You’d scarcely wish to rob 

Of old tradition’s privileged joys, 
And—the chance to earn a bob! 











Way Down Beyond the Orange River. 
(WorpDs AND Music sy Pau KRuGER.) 


Plaintively—Way down beyond the Orange liver, 
Far, far away, 
That’s where my heart is turning ever, 
That’s where the Boers used to stay. 
All up and down the old creation 
Sadly I roam, 
Still seeking for the poor Boer nation, 
Somewhere to call its home. 


Chorus.—All the world is sad and dreary, 
Kverywhere I roam. 
Folks tell me that I make ’em weary, 
3id me to clear away home. 
Spoken.—But I ain’t go no home. 
All through fair France I’ve sadly wandered 
Sighing for to stay, 
Many the precious tears I’ve squandered, 
Yet they have warned me away, 
Belgium by apathy has vexed me, 
Bitter the memories, too, 
Of that false tyrant who annexed me, 
When I behold Waterloo. 


Chorus.—All the world, etc. 


No more beyond the Orange River 
Shall I behold 
My lost Rand where sunbeams quiver 
On shining heaps of gold. 
No more shall I delight to pander 
With liberty, 
Nor persecute the poor Uitlander, 
All that is over for me. . 
Chorus.—All the world, etc. 
R. D. B. 





Brown.—“ Say, Jones, why were the C.1.V.’s delayed ?”’ 
Jones.—** Why, 16 was rainy he re, but where they were it was— 


oh! ranier (Aurania) !” 
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Professional Pickpocket (who has “annexed” a gold watch to accomplice).—‘‘ Tork 


about hinteruption to business !—but there—there’s no pleasing some people. 
is this—it puts business into our werry HANDS !” 


Wot I sez 





ee 
“On Things in Genera)” © 


By Mr. * Fun’s” WasHERwomay, 


Tas “C.I.V.’s” came—though a bit 
delayed—we saw, an’ the Hooligans 
conkured; anyway, the latter made 
night hidjus an’ dangerus to all respec’. 
abel folks by their rowdy konduct 
Apart from this, an’ the many accidents 
it was a glorius day. The recepshun 
given to our brave boys was trooly 
grand, an’ stirred my old ’eart to its 
foundashuns; everyone was brimmin’ 
over with enthusiasum, an’ the cheerin’ 
was somethink terrifick; it was a time 
wot made one wish that one’ad a double 
pair of lungs—warrunted not to break— 
an’ anuther mouth at the back of the 
neck, to give free vent to the feelin’s of 
our overcharged buzzums, 

But ’ow sad that jist in the height of 
our beamin’ joy a shadder shoud 'ave 
been cast over us by ’earin’ of the death 
of Prince Christian Victor, who fell g 
wictim to that dredful enteric, wich ’as 
been a greater enermy to us than even 
the Boers. The Prince was no “ feather. 
bed’”’ soldier, ’e ’ad seen active service on 
several occashuns, an’ ’ad pruved hisself 
to be a brave man. His life was short: 
but better a short an’ noble life’ than a 
long an’ ignoble one. 

Mr. Chamberlain is takin’ a little 
crews in the Meditgeranium, or some | 
sich place, an’, of corse, the French | 
jurnalists are shruggin’ their shoulders, — 
an’ waggin’ their tungs, or, rather, pens— _ 
dipped in Gaul—over the matter. They | 
appear to be in mortal fear of Joe, an’ | 
seem to think ’e’s got some little gameon | 
—to kapture Paris single-’anded, an’ | 
armed only with a orchard, or some ekally 
ridickerlus idear. But still I am glad to 
see that La Belle France’s insane ’atred 
to “ Perfidius Albion ”’ seems to be dyin’ 
out, an’ I ’opes that in the end good 
sense will triumph. 

The Carlists ’ave been poppin’ up agin 
in Spain, but they wos soon dispersed, 
though I shoudn’t be surprised if they 
made rather a big move afore long. A 
nation that takes a pleasure in bull. 
fightin’ must ’ave a nateral taste for 
blood, an’ is sure to get fightin’ amongst 
thereselves on an’ off. : | 

“Oh, for the touch of a vanished | 
hand, and the sound of a voice that 8 | 
still!’? Mr. Sims Reeves, arter long 
life devoted to charmin’ countless multi- 
tudes with the ’xquisit gift Nachur gavé 
’im, ’as passed away arter a short illness, 














CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


ANDERSON ’?S 
CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOE 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


the result of takin’ a chill. 
ae 






SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 









” ” 

” ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

a rT) TAN GLOSS, or 

” 99 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready =m 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. EC: 














